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some rocks. The rocks 




broiling in the 
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ion. His name \ 


as Joss Horsley. 


sun — he remembered th 
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The old rr.an begarf to 
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just 


u P p"!to^rS. a 


rid sometimes he 


staring uraeeinjrly at th 
the horizon He scc:r.ed 
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ve [orsntten the 
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"Poor Sam! Go: ip a 
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houses around. 
n hi) <hroat the 






himself. He 



ring ii 



nothing but a mudholc at first, a mudhole in 
the San Pedro valley where old Ed Schief- 

enotigh to find silver. But when rhe silver was. 
found — hew they came then! How they 
swarmed! By 1SB0 f reckon there was more 



n was gnr.e. Good thing they hadn't rushed 

-ty of men. prospecting nearby, heard the 
its and came to his rescue. That night he 
I riddel back to Tombstone with the party 

*e of a long lift! No: by a long way' He 
I been young then, barely twenty, but he 
nembered vividly the sort of men who domi 



Joss Mopped mumbling and filled his pipe 
again. He was glad ihere were no folks around 
to hear him talking to himself i'ke that The 

talked much to young people, bu: he imagined 
i they would think him a bit touched, li was 
always the same, he reckoned, and young (oiks 
rniildn'i rightly understand the old. Each man 
had "to live bis own life, make his own. mis- 

Speaking of his mistakes - that took him 
beck to Tombstone again! Th.it blazing day 

prospecting up in the Dragoon Mountains. 
of them, mounted on stringy little ponies. 



against it. Gurmghters. 



lake t 



jn the speed ol a draw. 

The old man sighed. Dang his old pipe. 
Wouldn't stay lit for anything. He adjusted 



filling station. Young folks had their troubles . 
today, same as he'd had. 

His thoughts drifted away again. That night 
in Tombstone when he had stood side by side 
with Sheriff Holliday against the Biitby broth- 
ers. His first gun fight! Never before had he 
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Not if he could possibly avoid it. Joss Hors- 
ley's chuckle quavered deep in his stringy, 
weathered throat. Jupiter — he had been 
scared! Didn't -ant to kill the ™p — yet 
knowing he couldn't back down Not ir. Tomb- 
stone! the Bixbys were foenn. with a reputa- 
tion for ki! ^Q. because they liked it. and the 
fight had blown up suddenly as fights had tv 
way of doing those d*yi . 

Joss remembered Docs words a-, thfygh it 
had bc-c:i yesterday. Doc with the cold eyes ari 

pered. "Drs>-. : i -t Ciowd -.rem. git in close 
so yore gun Here will blind them. 

Joss had -Lrviver:. but after it was al! over 
he had been shjking h<e a Cottonwood in a 
gale. It had never been *o bad after that —and 
he had never killed a man. Always he shot for 
the wrist, or the leg, and somehow he had 
gotten by, had lived. 

The old man blinked and came back to the 
California sun. All that had happened so long 
ago. Of all the men he had known in tho=e 
days — only he was alive today. A strange 
thing... 

Tires crunched.in the grave,] beside the gas 



Joss hobbled toward the pumps. On hot days 
like this his rheumatism wasn't so bad, and he 
could almost walk erectly, bent only a little 



The handit backed toward the door, stuffing 
the roll of bills in his coat pocket. -Okay, Pop. 
Fine! You just stay there til! we're gone, see." 

The other man called from the car. "Come 
ilittd that old fool! We got to get 
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As he lined the gun on his target his ham 
began to tremble. He was so old, it had beei 
*o long since he'd squeezed a trigger! And h. 
didn't want to kill thesf young fciloivs. Msybi 
they deserved it, maybe they didn't, but h' 
wasn't a judge. He just had to stop them fron 
trilling Mii-ie'.- innr'.ey. Hi'.- !i:i-i 



of I 



: He'. 






could chuckle, eve 
Shooting like that 
by in the old days. 

startled the man at 
the motor. Before 
again h 



a pain 



:, firing at Joss, serar 
creaming man and fired at Joss 
ind the car. A bullet tugged a 



you. 



Ju: 



twenties, but kids 
He scanned the license plates of the car. Out 
of state and. by the looks of the car, it had 
been driven long and hard. 

The big young man handed him a twenty, 
and joss hobbled into the station to make 
change. When hi turned, his hands full of 



bills. ■ 



"Gimme the dough," he rapped 
l.,„„i,..-'i[„h.«-B 
nEly.-Yo.V.Ioooldforo.iltn,. 
Ii this gun goes off it might « 



! old r 



red staining his left 



. Where did 



It v 



,id of those thugs? You did swell, of ti 
after all you're an . . . 
oss smiled. "I know. Mike. I'm just a 
i. And I was scared, son. As scared 

t would h 



thing had he killed that man. joss 
smiled then, He hadn't — and that long ago 
promise to his Daddy was still unbroken. And 

the bandit in th« shoulder, he was really aim- 
ing at his foot. 

THE END 
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Plenty OF men would m-muhder 

M-ME JUST TO SET THE MINT 

FOR THEMSELVES. I'VE GOT 

rtWKE sure hoss takes th 
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irifhprttlktable Boss suddenly wSwfi away, 
l ~ J still Carrying the r.ate poor A*<2y meant 
. >:,: far th e sheriff ! 




